Y ‘.0“1" to foil Ingolby's

’

=2

EVENING PUBLIC LEDGER—PHITCADELPHIA, THURS

¥

2] "

o

DAY, JULY 10, 1919

B, ol

By SIR GILBERT PARKER

Author of *“The Beats of the Mighty,"

‘“The Meney Master,"' eoflo.

(Copyright. 1910, by Harper & Rron)

THIS BTARTS THE STORY
Fleda Druse, daughter of Gabriel
Diruge, of gypsy blood, shoots in a
eanoe the Carlllon rapids on the
~ Hagalae river where it flows between
the towns of Magitou and lLebanon
fn the Canadian Northwest. Hhe s
rescued from the whirlpools below by
Max Ingolby, n manager of great in-
terests, who has come to Lebapon to
unite the two towns mnd make them
the center of commerce in the western
north, ©On the shore she s insulted
Iby Felix Marchand, n powerful but
¢ digreputable character of Manitou.
 Yogolby uttacks Marchand, who vows
revenge. Fledn in claimed by one
Jethro Fawe as his wife, under a
gypsy custom which united them in
marriage when they swere children.
Fleda rejects him. Marchand stirs
up n feud between the two towns in
ambitions. A
strike is to be ealled. Ingolby's new
bridge is to be blown up and he, him-
gelf, thrown into the river. Ingueiby
determines to mingle that night w ith
bis enemies in Munltou disguised us
a French Canadian. Ingolby and
Fawe meet for the first time nnd

Ingolby invites Fawe to his home

AND HERE IT CONTINUES

Matter and Mind and Two Men
AOROMIPTLY at © o'clock Jethro

Fawe knocked nt Ingolby's door, nnd
was admitted by the mulitto man-seres
ant Jim Beadle, who was to lugolby
like his right hand. It wis Jim wha
took commund of his house, "‘hossed
bhis two femals servants, arranged his
raflway tours, superintended his= Ifih'!n"n
—with a view to his own indt\'frhmt
tastes; valeted him, kept his Cigars
within n certain prescribed Himit by a
firm nectusrial prineiple which trans-
ferred any curplus to his own use: gave
him good advice, welghed up his frienis
and his enemies with shrewd sense: und
protected him from bores and cranks,
borrowers and ‘‘dend-beats.”
Jim was acenstomed to take & good
deal of responsibility, and had more
than once sent people to the right -abont
whe had designs on his master, even
though ther came aceredited. On H_il-’ll
oeeasions he did not lie o protect him-
golf when enlled to aceount, but t-ﬂ'ii
the truth pertinaciously. He was obsti-
nate in hig vanity, and carried off his
mistakes with aplomb,

When nasked by Ingolby what b
ealled the governor when he took Ilia
Excellency over the new ruflway in
Ingolby's private cor, he sald, "[ ealled
bim what everybody called him. I
called him ‘Succelency.” " And “'Succe-
lency'* for ever after the governor

he
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had never played before. Ile would
pour the soul of his purpoxe into the
music—to win back, or steal back, the
lans senled to him by the Btarake river

C“Kismet "' he sald aloud, nand he rose
from the chair to go to the vielin, hut
ax he did wo the door opened and In:
golby entered,

“Oh, rou're here, und longing to get
at it," he smaid pleazantly.

He had seen the look in the eyes of
the Romany asx he entered, and noted
which way hin footsteps were tending.
YWell, we needn'’t lose apy time, but
will xon have n drink ond o smoke
firnt 3" he ndded,

He threw his hat moeorner,
opened o spirit-table wl
| hall-doxen cut-glnss tumblers and sev-
|rrn! well“filled bottles, while boxes of
| eigars and cigarettes flanked them, It
| was the height of modern luxury im-
ported from New York and Jethro exed
it with envious foward eomment. The
tiorglo had the world on his key-chnin !
Every door would open to him—that
| was written on his face—unless Fate
stepped in wod closed nll doors !

The door of Fledu's heart had ol-
ready been opened, but he had not yet
maid® his bed in it and there was still
timo to help Fate, if her mystie finger
beckoned.

in nml

e shiong

| Jetheo nodded in response to Ingol
by s invitntion to drink., ““Hut I do ot
drink  much when 1 play,'" he
markeil “There's  enoogh liguor in
the head swhen the fiddle's in the hand.
Dradin, I do not need the spicit to make
bthe pulses got"’

| re-

“As little aw you like then, if sou'll
| only play as well ax you did ths uiter
| moon,”" Togolby said eheerfully

“1 will play better,'' was the

On Barasate’s  violin—well,
course,”’

“Not becuuse
violin, kowadJi!™

“Rowwlji! Oh, come now, yoil niny
Il\-‘ nogypsy, that doesn’t menn that
vou're an Fgrptian or an Arab. Why
Arubic—why kowadji?"”

The other shrugged shoulders,
| ““Who ean tell! 1 speak muany lun-
gunges. 1 do oot like the Mister, Tt iy
| ugly in the ear, Monsieur, signor,
effendi, kowadji, they have some respect
| i them,

“You
Ifh'.‘"

"You have

““I have
| without,"*

ol
| Eate?"”

“Long enough to hear you play it,
Mr.—what is your name, may I ask¥"
If My name is Jethro Fawe."
| “*Well, Jethro Fawe, my Romany
| ehal, you whall show me whut a violin

roply

atly it iy Sarasate's

his

wanted to pay me respect,

violin !"'
a ot of things I could du

Surusate's

you do without the Sara-

ful Georgio, and he would play as he

“Put that doesn’t matter, for T know
only n dozen words or so, and they
won't carry me far,"”

e turned the wiolin over in his
handw,  *“This ought to do n bit more
than the cotton-ficld tiddle,'* he eaid
dryly. I

He snapped the strings, looking at
it with the love of the nstural connois-
Menr “Finigh your drink and your
cigarette, 1 con wait,"” he added i:rn
|clously, “‘If like the cignrettes,
yon must toke some away with you.
You don't drink much, that's clear,
| therefore you must kmoke. Every man
| ks wome  viee ar other, if ft's only
| hanging on to virtue too tight,

He laughed engerly., Strange that |
he should have o feellng of greater
compunlonship for & vagabond like this'
thian for most peoples he met, Was it
tomperamental  thing in him?Y
| “Thagn,"" us he called the Womany in- |
| wardly, thers was still & bond ht-lwr\rn|
| them,  They understond the glory of
a little fnsteaument like this, and eould
| forget the world in the light on n great |
pleture.  There wns something in Ihﬂ|
| ale they breathed which gave them
easler ynderstanding of each other nna |
of the world, |

Suddenly with & toss Jothro draloed |

the glass of splrit. thongh he had not |
meant to do so. e puiTed the cigaretts |
un instant longer, then threw it on the
floor, nied wie abont to put his foot on
it, when Ingolby stopped him.
“1'm slivve,” he “T'wn got |
muster It's Jire Jim's a hllrf];
master, e’ give me fite if we!
ground  our  clgarctte ashes into the |
varpet.'’

He threw
pot.

*That
warld
handwl
little
triok,

yivi

same

|
|
|
|
" s,
|

tan

the refuse into n ﬂuh’c‘ri

Jim. Now let's tllrlll
ot he
fillille wver,
thing that®ll 1ot

Isu't it

RO UATrS
insdilo
thie

1he

He

proceeded., |
“Hore's
yvou da the
u beauty, Jetliro |
Romany toak i,
v with mingled
1

his eyes glis- |
forlings, Hutred
wned it showed in the |
nx Tngolby turned to |
where he conld hear and
fortahly ¢« haid the musi-
\-olan of perfect instraument,
and the womls amd the streams and the
sonnds of wight and the whisperings of |
trees gl the that walked In
lonely plag called across  the
glins—all into his brain |
menioriod Ws pulses mowe
fiir 01 Hynor he lnllif
drunk oo
“Wihnt
tunel

¥

sillvlong  glenes
plnee o chaie
whe 0 st

% love e

ghaosts
nad

e poNring

woere
whieh wrineds
r thun the
ulid i,
do vou
the fiddie
Inughisd

cpsterp:

lekor

sh 2" he

wi

nsked as |

ine |
Ingolb good - humoredly.

“Romething something yvou'd

iy for yourself i yon were out by the
o

half-intoxieant. Carried Inte its fullest
exprossion it drives & man amok or
mnkes of him a howling dervish, a
fanutic or a Shakir, In leseer inten-
wity it produees the musician of the

DAILY NOVELETTE

THE NEW MAID
By MHortense Caldwell

LORENCE WILSBON was seated in
the middle of a group of girls on the
stepn of the college dormitory. “'I'll bet

|

purely sensuous order, or the dancer you ol a big box of candy apiece,'” here

that performs prodigies of nbandened
grace.  Huddenly the sensuous exalta-
tion had come upon Jethro Fawe. It
was ne though he had discharged into
hix system from some colls of his brain
a flood which ecoursed like a stream of
soft fire,

I the pleasurable pain of such a
maod he drew his bow neross the stringa
with n sweeping stroke, and then for
nn instant he ran hither and thither on
Vo strings, testing the quality and find.
ing the range and ecapucity of the in-
strument. Tt was a scamper of hlero-
glyphies which could only mean aopy-
thing to a1 musician.

“Well, what do you think of him?"'
Ingolby asked as the Romany lowered
the bow,

“Paganini—Jonchim—Rarasate—any
one, it Is good encugh,”” was the half-
absteacted reply.

“1t js good enough for you—alinost,
h 2
Ingolby meant his question as a com-
plitent, but an evil lonk shot into the
Romany's face and the bow twitched in
hi= haood. He was not Paganioi or
Sarasate, but that was no resson why
he should be insulted.

Iugolby's qiiick perception saw, how-
ever, what his words had done, and he
hastencd to add: I believe you ean
get more out of that fiddle than Bara-
st ever could, in your own sort of
musie, unshiow. 1've never heard any
one pluy half g0 well the kind of piece
you played this afternoon. 'm glad 1

e}

didu’t nnke o fool of myself buying the |
| fildie,

1

"

didn’t, did 1?7 1 gave E5000
or it

“It's worth anything to the man that
loves it,'" was the Romany's response,

He wou moditied by the praise he had

| received,

e ralsed the fiddle slowly to his
chin, hig eyes wandering round the
room, then projecting themselves into
spuee, from which they only returned
to fix themselvea on Ingolby with the
veiled look which sees but does not see
—surch a Jook as an oracle, or o death-
goil, or o soullese monster of some he-
tween world, hoalf-pugan god would
wenr,  Just such o Jook as Watts's
“Minotaur' wears in the Tate Gallery
in Lomdon

It wus impossible for Tngolby to re-
gist the spell of the musie.
donment he had never seen in any wusi-

cinn, such riot of musical meaning he

whe stopped until the commotion sub-
rided : “'you needn’t think it's so funny,
you won't get it,"" whe added.

“Tut Florrie, that scheme of yours Ia
absurd. Just becanse you live in Ari-
zona Isn't a slgn you have to hire out
an a maid for the summer. You know
very well we would love to have you
vislt us."*

““Thank you, Beatrice, but T have
fully made up my mind to answer Mra,
Rawson's ad. And {f T keep my job all
fummer you all get that hox of candy."

The next day Florence dressed as
wimply as she knew how and set off to
gecure the situntion as o maid In the
palatial residence of the weanlthy Mrs,
Mawson, Timidly she rang the bell, to
be admitted by a trim maid in black
and white, Florence gave her a friendly
glance and sat down in the library to
nwait her turn for an interview,

Finally she heard a sharp “*Miss Wil-
son," and slowly she arose from the
chair.

U'pon entering she found Mrs. Rawson
quite the opposite from what she had
expected to see.  The lady was little
and white-haired ; in fact, with quite a
motherly air. Florence gave a little
gnsp as she entered the room, thinkipg
of her own little mother away off in
farawny Arizonm.

After a few friendly questions she was
|told to report the next day. Florence
ran all the way back to the callege with
the good news, only to be scolded a&nd
lectured by her schoolmntes,

“The idea of you, with your social

girl exclaimed,

“‘Ida  Longworth, you ought to be
nshamed of yourself, It is good, honest
work, and it wen't hurt me one bit. 1
{might just as well work as spend the
whole summer running around visiting |
my friends.””

The next day Florence left her friends
at the railrond station, not to see them
lagain until their return to school in the |
full. As she turned her steps toward |
her new quarters she could think of |
nothing but her new duties, and two

Such nban- |hours later found her Iu her uniform |defraying the expenses of string quar-

| awalting orders,

the savagery and the bestial soul of her ability as a maid.

vengennee  which  spoke  through  the

At last one day Mrs., Rawson ealled

musie, und drowned the joy and radi- er inte her own private sitting room.

standivg, to think of doing this,"' one!

Everything went along smoothly and | singers in giving such concerts to chil-
hind nover heard, He wis conxeious .,[tt‘lornnve wan congratulating herself on | ren,

CARRY MUSIC TO PEOPLE,
PLEA OF CITY MUSICIANS

Composers—Tell What They

W ould Teach Children to Cultivate Liking for Works of Best

Would Do With Endowment

DUCATE the children of today if
you want & musieal eity and coun-
try.

That the answer, given In
various phrasings, by morsa than n
dozen of Philadeiphin’'s Teading musi-
clans when they were asked what they
would do to improve musie conditions
here if they had a £20,000,000 endow-
ment to work with, such as left by the
Inte Augustus T Julllined, of New
York.

Sevoral suggested fres schoola  of
mugle s others snggested a. bullding that
would house the Thiladelphin Orches-
tea, operatic produetions of loeal or-
ganizations s well ns conservatories
and offices; others snld free concerts
for the people and nll of them believed
that the big thing was to carry the
best musle to the people In general at
the right time and the right prlee.

UHuecessful ag the Philadelphia Or-
ehestra hns heen,' sald Arthue Judson,
manager of that arganization, "reaching
ae It does andiences of G000 each week
of the musleal sensnn, it tanehos anly
abont 10,0 new  people each year.
| The same peaple come week after woeel

was

"You can no more buy musie than
youn ean buy genius or love,”” he snid.
""We can only wait till peaple grow
into the proper attitude. And I believe
In the next generation the world will
have advanced greatly in a musienl
way. While the parents of today do
not know how to appreciate music,
their children arg growing up in a
different atmosphere and learning to
known the power and depth of the art.

“When ‘star worship' ceases and
people learn to appreciate musle for
its own sake, we will have traveled for
in our journey. Today parents go to
grand opera to hear Caruso, or Farrar

or Melba. Their children have a keener
genme of value, for they hear the opera
as n whale, forgetting the star,

41 believe an opera company would
be n splendid thirg for Philadelphia, if
there were no $2000 a night artists
in it. Because they put themselves
forward, they concentrate attention
upon themselses, finstead of sinking
their personalities in  their  roles,
mnking the mont of their talent, and
giving the proper value to the entire
opera,

Lacks Self-Confidence
Ume great trouble with Thiladel-

and the new faces are fow, Tt means
wo reach about one-half per cent of
the population of Philadelphia throngh |
thoss Friday and Satirday concerts. |
What P'hiladelphin must do, and what
every clty of the gountry should da, 151
to wake up and earry the good musie
struight out to the people—where they
ean reach it at o moderate price. Prices
|nre ton high. We have proved to our
[own satisfaction that people do want
music and would be only to happy to
i]mw it if they could afford it, We need |
plenty of auditoriums in the right parts!
of the city ; more concerts ; more artists
and more teachers of music.

“There whould be a determined effort
to supplement the musical education in
public schools by concerts, T should like

to see a million dollar income used for

1
|

tety, orchestras, planists, vielinists auwd

If this country is ever to be
mnde musical it will have to be done
by reaching the school boys and girls in
the right way."

jwould suceeed,

phians is lack of self-confidence. They
insist on golng outside their own city
for artists. They will toake a mediocre
man from New York rather than n
genius from their own midst, 1 believe
Philadelphin can mateh every one of
New York's artists. I mean by that,
every one of New York's resident
artists, There are some high geniuses
who make that city their headquarters
—but New York caonot justly claim
them ns her own artists,

"As for n natlonal school of music
in Philadelphia,’ continued Von Stern-
berg, ‘'l am doubtful if such a plan
A national gchool would
mean a certain amount of government
rontrol, nand, consequently, politieal
control,  Youw conld never mix politics
with musie,
appreciating the fine arts and it would

Solver of Business Problems

By HAROLD WHITEHEAD
Copyright.

RESTAURANT

Just a Teaspoon
It a few days after our meeting at
“Phe Golden Hour'' restaurant, I

gled jeweln"

After making my report te Bruno
Duke and discussing certain points in
connection with the ecaxe, he gaid:

“Have a look at that spoon on the

sideboard ; it's in that little eardboard
box."'’

Wondering what it was about, T walk-
rd to the wideboard and, opening the
eardbonrd box, took out a silver-plated
tenspoon of an unusunl And distinctive
pattern,

““What about {t?"' T queried, turning
it over in my bhand.

“8lip it in your pocket and ank
what she thinks of it and if she would
like ft."'

I was puzzled, for I knew there was
something back of his request.

ANl right, Mr. Duke. Good after-
noon.' 1 walked briskly downstairs and
within half an hour was holding my dear
one in my arms,

We had nearly finished dinner be-
fore T thought of the apoon. .

“WWhat do you think of that!"' T ex«
claimed when I Yappened to feel the box
in my pocket.

“What's that?"’ she asked.

“Thix is for you to look at," T sald,
taking the box from my pocket.

“Why, Poter, you old darling,'" she
cried, delighted, **You've bought me n
little gift—you shouldn't have done it,"*

“I didn’t,”” T biushed a little as I
spoke. "Ity not me—it's not me—it’
from Mr. Duke; that is, Mary, it ln'z
from him exactly!"

“1 understand everything you haven't
anid,"" Mary looked rolemn, although
her eyes were daneing with mischief, as
they nlwavs do when she teases, ‘'but
why one teaspoon?'' she wagged it be-
tween her thumb and finger as she spoke,

“Hem! You see, Mary, Mr., Duke
wants to know what you think of it."’

“Why?*

“T haven't the least idea.'’ Then we

|1}

bath barst out laughing. After we fooled

Politicians are far from |apout the gpoon for o while Mary said:

“Well, sir, you ean tell Mr., Duke I

be n detriment to the natlon to have wane wome lke it. If he wants to give
music controlled by men whose only ;e ane spoen, it wi cost you soms

thought is for self-power.'’

money, for I'll want at least five more

dohan Grolle, Lead of the enddwed | jjke {t.'

Rettlement Music School, who has had

“All right, lady mine. Now Tet's for-

excellent chances to note how the POOT | pot kpoons and everything else and go

apprecinte musie, sald with such f
he would establish nn institute to demo-
cratize musie.

unds to the movies,”

When I entered Duke's apartment om

YTt would provide 8 goventy-seventh street the next morn-

wns busy on “‘the problem of the smug-

BRUNO DUKE | |
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THE PROBLEM OF THE NEW

-

340 LA CHERs Samethiug that has Hfe ) o700 almost ghostly and grotesque | The minute Florence entered her cyes
in |t.I _ . | frivolity of the earlier passages; but|fell upon o photograph on her drexsing
| Jethro continued . tuue the h'"_u‘”it had no persounl meaning to him, |table. Mrs. Rawson evidentls saw the
carefully and ahstractedir,  His "!'Mlthuugh at times it seemed when the Elnnee and volunteercd the information
e . N | » |-|'.-- half -'I--_-uml‘ L'I\'I!-l[: them u sulky that it was her son, expected home from |
abulary which remaing to this day. “.\' little—just a little.” -~ l“-’»k. nl FH-!l'.n':\ll wis u\-t»rrml. "_’_i|wirh the eestatie attack of the musie, [college in three duys.  Florence felt her |
Having to take the wife of a high per-) When did sou learn it? Hhere mah na I TR Tngolby, but lis| o5 0eh there was u look in the black |heart leap up, but continned on in |
gobage of the neighboring republic over | was a rurdden SAVHKe TOge 1.21 Jothro®s  hend swayed from side to side in that eves lke that of a man who kills, 1t discreet silence, we hnve and 1. he
the line in the private car, he had as- heart, for he imagined Fleda had [sensuous state prodiced by selt-hypno- g of eourse, nothing to do with him;| The three days passed quickly and| hil d:‘nhi wr “M[i'] ll ra?d.’

tounded his master by presenting a bill u“fF\m Tngelty. tism, xo common ameng the half-easts | way the abandonment of a highly | with them came a young athletic fellow | :-mu:tr':-'n ':u-nnt :fm:n ”i'll Illlmﬂ ik “r'
for finger-bowls before the journey be- ‘Many o year ago when I rould learalcrh Farca, By an cffort of the will| opotional nature, he thought. two years her senior. On thelr ﬁ""'lt! belief of Gilh “"‘I;“ (‘Par"m" i
gan. Ingolby said to him, *Jim, whntlf‘"-"h'"ll anid r--ll‘mmlw-r anything, r.m-tlth".\' send tllrbflﬂh the uerves a flood | meeting young Tom Rawson's eyes fol- ! 'lr"hr :— nb 'p ok k. Comba, head
the devil is this—fnger-bowls in my | forget anything.”  Tngolby sighed. 'of feeling which i Nalf-anesthetic, | towed the new maid around the room. |at 1991 Senth Broad atrer
private car? We've never had finger- | — It was not until he had been home five P ) gy s

wlis ore, and we've had every ' . — dnys tha ¢ hat ¢ Roo ortune  3hiladelpkinne bave . ketner Ap-
o D DREAMLAND ADVEN TURES--By Daddy (3% 5,

body | | 1
ody | ouscllon her nloue i the postn: Ol iprecintion of music than any group
“THE SINGING STRANGER”

as was anybody to travel with wus.™ || At lust | of citizens in the country. 1 beliove,"

general was called in the “'r:nt. Jim's
phoentic mouthful guve the West o roar n -
of lanughter and a new word to the You know the Itomauy liogo?

" ‘language. On another occasion .‘.Iiml.h(hrlu !lnknd. us logolby went over to
gove the West a new phrase to its vo- | the violin-case.

can do." musiegl education that  would  be % ling, T thought for n moment that he

proper continuation of general eduen- | oty v remnined in his chair all
tion,”" he maid. **Rich and poor would night, for he was still smoking his
be able to obtain the best practienl ) cvh (g was still dressed in his
mugical education at fees adapted ‘":gnrpmm-lﬁlorl dressing jncket
individunl eonditions by n sliding seale “‘Morning. Petor,” le gave n friendly
of taition. Tt would aveid 1muprrlz!n:|wnv'e with iziu hun.tl which 'r"nun.-d. the
| and would act chiefly as the assisting hookah tube ‘;] pedecty "rmmd gracefully as
ngeney for development of individual it joining in his morning greeting
effort, LT : '
Herhert J. Tily, camposer and direc- ‘},3:: dllill::n&lll:n btl:‘tl“:a:: tllfw;g:?c::.

tor of choruses, wonld use such an in-
come in organizing, developing and """"‘“"- I'll have ta buy another five or ©
financing better and more universal €lEVeD to make up a set. |
choral musie. *‘T would have seetional | b “"l"l':“!id' h]'“:;' carefully I':m d;‘;:‘ -
| ity the hookah tube. Ile got up and ru

tions ] S he sald. R I A
ormaniaations all over the city st his hands together delightedly and said, 5§

| *These, under competent eonductors, % N :
| wonld have both & community and mu- |~ That makes t"._“““”lm““" Now, I'm

| gieal value. The members would re- sure I'm righ . .
[ etve drill in sight reading and enpemble | “'Say, Mr. Duke,' T gasped, “‘what
singing and, of course, wonlid develop #re you talking about?
therefrom a gense of musical apprecin-| “"About the laws of habit and—
i \ |l=|mom|."
| “Now, let's hurry over to Newark and

jon." wns  his bewlldering reply.
Samuel Lacier, eanductor of the Cur- b

tis archestra, eomposer and critie, sug- |#ee thoke charming llu:]!es at ‘The Gold-

| gested the training of musical andiences | en Hour' Restaurant.

Form Musical League
Mr. Judson believes that the first
step in the betterment of muxie l.'ﬂl'i-|
ditions here would be the ca-ordination
of all musical organizations inte a
league. “We would know then what

| Romany came near and bent over him

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Jim's reply was final. ‘‘Bay,'" be re- || that duy came, and he awkwardly|he gaid, *“There is no resson why n
usked her if she ]U:('ll‘ her work, unlversity of music would not be sue-

*"Oh, yed, indeed,” Florence an-'eesaful here. And 1 believe a $20,-
wwered, “One has to do something to 000,000 endowment could be used to
carn a liviog." 'great advantage, There should be first

Tom looked at her a little dubiously, 'of all an endowed building that would
““You don't look as if you have worked! house the conservatory of the T'hiladel-
for yours very long."' he remarked., | phin Orchestrn, grand opern  produe- |

Florence felt ns if she might be sus- tions nod amateur productions of the
[ pected. Many times he tried to make better class.

pled, *'we got to have 'em. Snnn:ﬂ'
T set my eyes on that lady I said, 'She’s
a finger-bowl lndy." "' )

** ‘Finger-bowl ludy’ be hanged, Jim,
we don't—'" Ingolby protested, but Jim
waved him down.

““S|ay," he said decisively, “‘she'll usk|
for them finger-bowls—she'll ask for|
*em, and what'd I do if we badn't ‘ntl

(A mystericus  bird asong draws
Praggy, Hilly and the birds into the
rweoonds. There they find thot the singer
it an old, bearded muan, who seeks a
daughter, The birds aid him by sing-
ing his song far and wide. )

lll-:ln::n-trn had a tea party with Peggy
|and  Billy, feasting on juiey berries.
{ When the berries were gone the stranger

guve the note to FEleanore and said
gond-by.  The stranger smiled, but [T

|

‘em?"’
8he did ask for them : and henceforth
the West said of any woman who put on
airs and wanted what she wasu't born
to, "‘She's a finger-bowl Judy."
It wans Jim who opened the door to
Jethro Fawe, and his first glance was
one of prejudice. His quick perception
gaw that the Romany wore clothes not
natural to him. He felt the artificial
element, the quality of disguise. He was
prepared to turn the visitor away, no
matter what he wanted, but Ingolby's
eard handed to Lim by the Romany
made him pause, He had never known
his master give n card like that more
than once or twice in the years they had
been together. Iie fingered the card,
serutinized it carefully, turned it over.
looked heavenward reflectively, a=
though the finnl permission for the visit
remained with him, snd finally admitted
the visitor.
“‘Mr. Ingolby ain't in,"” he said. *'He
went out a little while back. You got
to wait,” he added sulkily, as he showed
“the Romany into Ingolby's workiug-
room.
As Jim did so, he saw lying on & chair
a suit of clothes on top of which were a
wig and false beard and mustache. In-
stantly bhe got between the visitor and
the make-up, The parcel was closed
when he was in the room n half-hour
before. Ingolby had opened it sinee,
had been called out, and had forgotten
to cover the things up or put them away.

“git down,'”” Jim
many, still covering the dizguise. Then
he raised them in his arms, and passed
with them into another room, mutter-
ing angrily to himself,

The Romany had seen, however, They

were the first things on which his eyea muy have one, and when I do I “nmiwill be the kind of father you like, tuul
N1 bad fallen when he entered the rwm’.hh" to be wery tanll and llllﬂi]rﬁ![!lt."lut“!

~ A wig, a false beard, and n workman's
plothes! What were they for? Were
these disgulses for the Master Gorgio?
Nas he to wear them? If g0, he—

ro Fawe—would watch and follow
wherever he went, Had these dis-
to do with Fleda—with his Ro-

.w‘ v lass?

' His pulses throbbed: he was in an
~ pverwrought mood. He was ready for
any illusion, susceptible to any vagary
“of the imagination.

" He looked round the room. So this
was the way the swaggeriong, masterful
Gorgio lived?

As his eyes brightened from gloom
~ and sollenness to valiant enmity, they
‘ enly fell on a table in n corner

» lay o black coffin-shaped thing
od. In this case, he knew, was
Barasate violin, Barasate—once
had peld ten lire to hear Sarasate
the fiddle in Turin, and the mem-

o of it was like the sun on the clouds

&im now. In musie such of him
‘ah was real found a bome. It fed

'h fn him—his passion, his
ity : his vagabond taste, hia emo-

' his self-indulgence, his lust. It

jy the means whereby he raised him-

ad

iy

eaid to the Ro-'

]
Loving Heart But Ugly Face
ENERAL SWALLOW'S
to the winging
charming orphan

message
that a
coming

strunger
girl  wow

| by a glad burst of song from Catbird,
He thought he hnd found the lovely
daughter for whom the stranger was
seekiog and joyfully gulded her to the
| little green cottage.
I “Weleome )" eried Peggy and Rilly.
“Welcome ! chirped all the birds,

“Welcome, little daughter!'" sang
the stranger, and with that he warbled
n bird song so sweet and alluring that
the orphun girl stared ot him with as-
tonished eyes,

“Why,
excluimed.

"1 sing in happy greeting to Fou, my
daughter,”” he answereil, “Tell
your nume that I may put it in my
wong,'"

you sing like a bird!"" she

The orphan girl smiled with pleas-
ure., “Eleanore is my name,'" she sald,

from the lips of the stranger—a son
in which u dozen bird calls were
mingled, bLut through it all ran one
nime—the name of *'Eleanore."’

The orphan girl nodded in approval,
“Your song s very pretty, but tell me,
why do you call me doughter?'’

“Pecause 1 wish to take you into
my lonely heart and home., Hecause 1
| want to become a father to you."" A
Illmk of doubt crept into the eyes of
| Eleanore. *“'You laven't & father al-

ready, have you?'"' nsked the stranger.

Eleanore shook her head. *'No, 1
| haven't any father, but some day 1

The stranger winced ns I Eleanore's
words bad hurt him. DPeggy, looking

[

through the woods was fullowed at oneo |

“BBut 1 cun ses your hlg nose and
your crooked body."

at his bent form and
very sorry for him,

“Iut I have a tender beart,”
| pleadingly, “I will love
| much.'

Agrin Eleanore shoolk bher hond
rennotl see your temler heart,” she wald,
“But I can see your big nose aud your
eronked ]Illd}'."

The strunger wineed ouee more, and
PPeggy felt sorrier than ever for him.

ugly face, felt|
lie snid

you very

At once n song of carest melody came | Sbe went to him nnd took Lis hand, | and paterns

“Ido not feel bud"" she whispered

tears drop from his eves and roll

Eleanors plssed from view, Pecky saw her answer cateh questions, but each |

hiz eheeks, down

“"Your father is a lucky man,”

From the distance came the call of
Brown Thrush : **S8ing in gladness ! Bing

lin gladness! 1 bring a lovely daughter
to the singing stranger "

The stranger brusbed away bis tears

und his eyes becume bright ugain, **And
'[muybe I am a lucky man, too," he

cried. With thut he burst into a Rong
more beautiful than an
before,

¥ he had sung

{Tamorrowe will be told how Joy
comes to the stranger,)

CHILD CHOOSES OWN HOME

Girl Ends Dispute of Two Sets of
Grandparents
A four-year-old girl was ¢
by the Municipal Court
ite between her maternal

decida n lli!l!.ll
! grandparents as to which
side whould have custody of her, She

alled upon
yesterday to

“You have fine eyes and your voics fu| chose her mother's parents, and Judge

| wondrous sweet,"'

| The straogey brushed a tear from his
eves, ‘Do not be sorry for me, but
for her,”” he said. *‘Toor child, she
| sees only that which does not count,
| Bome dey she will know whit she f3!
Cdssing.'' He turoed gently to Bivn-l
| nore. **You emme in answer to my
;:-ull: you shall uot go unrewarded.
Within my cabin ure wild berries and |
eream. Feast to your heart's cootent.
When you are throagh T will have al
note for you to take to 4 man who!

handsomae, And
| happy."'

| Ho the strunger wrote his note, while

muay you be

DOROTHY DARNIT—Try It Out on a Deaf and Dumb Audien ce

Bartlett, who heard the cuso, recelymd
the decision and Judicially sanctioned it,
The child was Ethel 1. Titeomb, who
lives with the parents of her mother,
Mr. and Mre, Tustin L. Truitt, 2740
North Marvine street. The hearing was
on a writ of habeas corpus brought by
the paternal frnmlunrnlitﬁ‘ Mr. and
Mrs, George W,
Camae street,  Mr, Titcomb Is a dearon
in the Baptist church.

It was asserted the mother hefore her
death pleaded with Mr. Titeomb to care
for Ethel. The other wide, however,
contended the child was to live with the
Truitts, in necordance with the mother's
wish. When Judge Bartlett received
the whispered decision of little FEthel
that she desired to stay in her present
home, he dismiszed the proceedings,

Titeamb, 1851 North |

time she evaded the subject. One day,

Again she squeezed his | Dowever, he asked her to go for o ride
Hand eomfortingly. He patted her head | In his ear, und as Mrs., Rawson was
fﬂﬂl“}'.
| he murmured,

away for the week-end, she aceppted
the offer and went,

After they had got fairly started, Tom
turned to the girl and sald: ““What are
you doing thix for, Florence Wilkon? |
knnw who you are, so don't try to fool
me."’

Eg@ence tried to smile, but it chonged
into a look of anxiety. "'You won't tell
anybody and make me change my plans,
will you?' she pleaded enrnestly.

“On one condition, fair lady, and
that is you let me take you out when
the coast [s clear.”

Florence readily consented, and after
that the summer flew by all too quick,
At last came the end of August, and
Florence gave her notlee in u very husi-
netslike way. Tom was right on hand
when she gave it, and broke the un-
comfortable silence by asking his moth- |
er it she would give her references, |

11¥xs, Indeed, she fs the beat little
girl 1 have ever had In my employ; in!
foct she seems like one of the family.""

“Perhaps she will be some day,
mother.""

“Tom.""

Of course explanations had to follow, |
but the result was that Florence went
park to her friends with a wonderful|
ring on her left hand.

S tell you what T will do, girla,’
ghe .sald after she had told them the
great news. ‘Tnstead of that hox of
candy you can &ll come to my house-
warming and we'll have a big spread.**

Just as she was leaving them to re-
turn to thelr studles she called over
her shoulder, **Girls, that will be four
weeks from tomorrow."

.

The next complete noveletto—l?nqn
Lockdale Elms,

| inspiring

“And I greatly favor endowed
schools of music. 1 have always been
agninst  free  weholnrships. U belive,
in nine casex out of ten, n free scholar. '
ship breaks the pupil—brands him as
a pauper and makes him lose confidence
in himself. But if we had endowed
wchools the tultion fees could be lows-
ened and the schools would be open to
men amd women who lack extensive
funds to ¢Arry on their musical educn
tiom.

“Philadelphin  is  too conservative
and too modest. She hag a world of
musical talent and should stand forth
above many other cities that are called
music centers.

Optimistie About Future

“1 am most optimistic as to the mu-
wical future of the city. The war has
done mueh to inerease love and true
apprecintion of the value 8f musie. Na-
tions all over the world recognize fts
power. Our poldiers are returning
with a greater knowledge and love for
the art. A few years ago I would
have been astonished to hear that 5000
people would it on City Hall plaza
night after night for a Wagnerian con-
cort. But today it is a common and
sight.  The crowds that
gather there demand the bwit musie,
They like it.

‘Much of this, T think, is due to the
schools and the thousands of commu-
uity choruses organized usll over the
vountry when the war started. The
greatest artists of the country gave
their time during the war to singiog
and playing for the boys, many of
whom had never before had & chapee to
hesr such music, Tt hus given them
the tuste for the best."’

Nothing in the wide word but natural
growth ean help hiladelphia musically,
in the opinion of Constantin von Stern-

for the future. The best music, he

| gnid, should be earried to all the people,

not just to the musieally educated,
ST £20,000,000 were to be spent in
the interest of music,'” snid Hedda

Yan den Teemt, of the Philadeiphial
orchestra nnd conductor of the Frank- |

ford orchestrn, I would divide it
among three things, symphony orches-
trn, musle school, and opera. The
symphony oréhestrn would require o
kome, an endowment fund and a pen-
sion fund. The school should be run
in connectlon with the orchestra, There
should be free scholarships. Then
thore should be an up-to-date opera
house with extra large stage, newest
muchinery, modern  dressiog-rooms,
spacious quarters for orchestra and
chorus; the necessary rooms for an
operatic school with a small hall for
the performance of less pretentious
works by students.'’

SERVANT ENJOYS FORTUNE

to Island Heights for Vacation
Annn Blackston, negro, who was left

Camden  oil dealer, has utilized the
automobile wideh was left to her and
is driving to Island Heights, N. T,
where she expects to spend the summer,

The house of her former employer &t
212 North Third street, Camden, has

not be reopened until fall,

Miss Iackston was a servant aund
housckeeper for Mr. Wood for thirty-
five years, and in making his will Mr.
Cooper suid that he desired to remember
his friends, as his relatives had plenty.
His eatire estate Is valued ot §150,000,
Neighbors who have known Lls servant
for years approve of his cholee in wak-

berg, noted planist aud iustructor,

 ing her such n large bequest,
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been elosed by her and will probubly !

By Chas. McManus |

TODAY'S BUSINESS QUESTION
What is a “Set-Off"'r
Answcer will appear tomorrow,
ANSWER TO YESTERDAY'S
BUSINESS QUESTION

“Transit Duty™ is a tar imposed
on goods for passing through a coum-
try.

GETS PAPAL BENEDICTION

James F, Herron Honored by Pope
for War Work

In recognition of his varied 'services
in the iuterests of the National Cath-~
olic War Council, Jaomes ¥. ¥erron has

cablegram, which was written on June
30, Mr. Herron's birthday, The mes-
sdage wns delayed in trunsmission, and
way received here yesterday, through
Archbishop Dougherty. It was signed

Drives Auto That Was Left to Her by Cardinal Casparri, and is as fol-

lows @
“Holy Father cordinlly imparts to
conductor and wolkers of the Benedig

£25.,000 crsh and valunble property bY  Rervice Club apostolie benediction
her late employer, Oliver D, W oml, a gauge of divine favors.' A

Mr. that Curdinal

Herren learned
weeks ago, and who visited the service
house, wus eloquent in his pralse of
Mr. Herron's work, nnd it is supposed
that upon his recent return to Rome

gested that the Pope recognize his zeal
3)’ sending a cablegram on Lis birth-
ny,

Mr. Tlerron has been prominent in
Catholie and educational matters in this
city for some years. He was recently
elected president of the Philopatrisn In-
stitute, and was the prime factor in [
tublishing temporary hospitals  ynder

the breukiog out of the epidemic last
fall and equipping Philop .

a :I.lfllillllll 1-(!:.{&: patriat Maltg

¢ has been n leadin 1

Nutional Cutholie “'nr‘( ‘T:ﬁ:!;:r R
also a director of the W ;
munity Serviee,
tlonal Catholie
board. Seelng t

ur Camp Com-
representing the Na-
:\ﬂr t‘launeil on its
1* need o

house for the returning mllldl.r-r:";}“
Herron urged the counci] to finance :h
an lonstitution, and MMine muutha“
he opened the Bensdiet House whlrh.'l:
conceded by the War Camp (';'m‘rmunit} ]

Bervice to be the muost
kind in the country. aetire O

Mr. Herron ‘was
receiver of taxes at on
offices, and n eloge m:m::;]'h' bea
the late Beoator James P,

Name Ship for Slain Marine

At the New York 8hipyard, Camd
thin afternoon at 1 o'clock the TUnj

will be launched,

The vessel is named after the
Captain Macon C. Overton, of the
rine corps, killed during the pres
war, and will be christened

| n 1
e P TP

Cerrettl, who visited this country some

received from, Pope Benedict a speeial [

I

from the Pesce Conference he Hugs

Catholic nuspices all over the city at

y

He iy

5

A,

formerly a dep:xﬁ :

Btates torpedo-boat destroyer Overtom

friend of °
MeNichol, '_




